CHILDREN'S HOUR                          53
Every once in a while German tanks would come close to the site of the barricade and sow death and destruction all around. I got to the post on Dobra Street during a lull in the fighting.
'Whew'" Lieutenant Viktor mopped off his dirty face "You're bringing us good luck The first respite in twd and a half days "
A man lying in a shallow ditch was digging the earth with a small shovel where the barricade was to rise But first the cobblestones had to be plucked out of the pavement, a most perilous business where one had to work without cover
Crouching close to the wall, I was waiting for Greta, the liaison girl of this sector. Viktor stood near by, watching the soldier in the hollow tibrowing up dirt.
Viktor cursed under his breath as he glanced toward Karowa Street whose fire was the most pernicious. A small hand tugged at his sleeve. Viktor looked down and saw Little Peter, from No 51. Ever since the beginning of the Uprising, Little Peter had been making himself generally helpful He belonged to the boy scouts who operated Warsaw's postal system in those days. Little Peter had been befriended by the soldier who was now digging the street for the barricade. The soldier was called Big Peter, being some seven years older than his smaller
chum*
"We've got to hurry with that barricade," Little Peter told Lieutenant Viktor. "The Krauts might come any minute." He pulled up his pants and wiped his nose with his hand.
They might,* Viktor agreed curdy. "We cant do ft any faster. Big Peter's working at it*
Little Peter spat on the sidewalk and put his hands on his hips* He threw back his head to look straight into Viktor's eyes.